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I know not why I 
write this story for it 
could be my very 
demise but I feel I 
must chronicle the 
life of this Dark 
Warrior. Perhaps it 
is my way of trying to 
justify the tortured 
soul. Years before in 
the time known as the 
Age of Gods there rode 
a glorious paladin by 
the name of Braxis. 
This valiant warrior 
fought only for the 
glory and advancement 
of church and god. 
Never once did he 
question his duty, his 
life was that of 
servitude to the 
church. Countless 
battles had he waged, 
too many to remember. 
Many a heathen was 
"saved’ by his wrath. 
Braxis was the first 
amongst all paladins, 
his faith was never 
questioned. Never 
questioned, that is 
until, until that one 
dark day. The sky 
was as black as the 
night, lit by only the 
cash of lightning 
which tore at the veil 
of darkness. Braxis 
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was to be found at the 
side of his wife 
Elysia. Elysia was 
sick and with child. 
Several priests and 
midwives were 
attending her as he 
watched on. The door 
burst open as 
Abberoth, another 
paladin and general to 
Braxis sprung forth. 
Messenger- "My lord 
all the paladins have 
been called forth to 
the battle lines”. 
Braxis replied- "I 
must stay with my 

love Elysia needs me”. 
Messenger-"My Lord 

you must come, if we 
cannot hold the 
hellspawn at the pass 
all will be lost”. 
Braxis-"As I stand to 
lose all here and now”. 
Elysia-"Braxis you 
must go. The priests 
are here and our faith 
will protect me". 
Priest- *Places his 
hand on Braxis's 
shoulder* "God will 
watch over your wife 
and child”. 
Braxis-*Kisses 

Elysia and looks in 
his wife's eyes while 
holding her hand* "I 
will return soon my 
love”. 

Abberoth-"My lord 

we must go now”. 
Braxis-"I must do 
something first". 
Abberoth watched on 

as Braxis knelt before 
the altar. Braxis, "I 
beg of you Protect my 


wife and child”. 
Through the rain two 
made their way to the 
courtyard where their 
war steeds awaited. 
Braxis rode to the 
pass as fast as the 
mighty steed could 
take him. Lightning 
cashed as the past 
came into sight. Body 
upon body could be 
seen as a river of 
blood owed down 
from the pass. The 
warriors were falling 
back until they caught 
the silhouette of Lord 
Braxis lit only by a 
dying <ash of 
lightning. The light 
glistened off his rain 
soaked armor that was 
enveloped in the steam 
rising from his body. 
As Braxis rode into 
view the troops yelled 
out, it's StormBringer. 
StormBringer, a 
nickname given to the 
odd occurrence that a 
storm seemed to be 
present at any battle 
he was part of. The 
site of their great lord 
Braxis filled them 
with renewed 
strength. Braxis 
yelled out, "God grant 
us this victory at any 
cost". Riding full into 
the fray his hammer 
raised high he felled 
evil after evil. His 
body was enlightened 
with a blue aura, his 
hammer smashed 
down time and time 
again with a 


thunderous sound. 
The battle raged for 
what seemed like days 
but in the end they 
had won. Tired and 
wounded Braxis knelt 
down to pray. As he 
knelt, the wind's 
force picked up anda 
thunder like none ever 
heard before rang out. 
Following the 
thunder, lightning 
that tore the very 
fabric of the night 
raced across the sky. 
And at that very 
moment a woman's 
scream rang out. It 
seemed to come from 
nowhere yet it ripped 
at his very soul. 


